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difference to him whether he turned to the right or the
left.
"Get along!" he said in a colourless voice, comically
kicking out his crooked legs in their heavy boots caked
with mud. The mother looked about her. The fields were
as empty as her soul.
The horse bobbed its head monotonously as it plodded
through the deep, sun-warmed sand. The sand rustled,
the rickety cart creaked, and these noises, together with
the dust, trailed behind them	
Nikolai Ivanovich lived in a • secluded street on the
edge of town. His flat was in a small green wing built on
to a two-storied house bloated with age. There was a little
garden in front, and the branches of lilacs and acacias,
and the silver leaves of young poplars glanced into the
windows of the three rooms. Inside everything was clean
and still, and patterned shadows trembled on the floor;
the walls were lined with bookshelves, over which hung
portraits of grave-faced people.
"Will you be comfortable here?" asked Nikolai, leading
the mother into a small room, one window of which over-
looked the garden, while the other opened on to a grass-
grown yard. The walls of this room, too, were lined with
bookshelves.
"I'd rather live in the kitchen," she said. "The kitchen
is nice and clean	"
Her words seemed to frighten him. When she succumbed
to his clumsy efforts to dissuade her from living i'n the
kitchen, he, instantly brightened up.
All three rooms seemed filled with a special sort of
air. It was easy and pleasant to breathe here, but one
hesitated to speak in a loud voice for fear of disturbing
the people gazing down from the walls with such concen-
trated attention.
"The plants need watering," observed the mother, feel-
ing the earth in the flowerpots on the window-sills.
"Oh, yes," said their owner guiltily. "I am fond of
them, but I have no time to look after them."

